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THE WEST INDIAN. 
(Continued from page 2.) 

“ AS my father, during his life, was 
naturally fond of those amusements 
which enliven the fashionable circle, I 
had mingled much more in it than was 
agreeable to my tranquil turn of mind. 
Being now entire mistress of my ac- 
tions, I resolved to indulge myself in 
a manner of living more suited to my 
disposition. Having, therefore, retired 
to an elegant villa, which my father 
had fitted up ina remote part of the 
island, [ reduced my numerous ac- 
quaintance to a few select friends; and 
there found myself in possession of the 
greatest sweetners of human life— 


f 


— ‘“ Friendship, retirement, rural quiet, books, 
An elegant sufficiency, content.” 


A stranger to love, envy, or ambition, 
my days were crowned with joy, and 


my nights with undisturbed repose.— | 


Delightful hours! why so soon did you 
spread your airy pinions, and leave me 
to weep for that peace which can return 
no more! 

I had been but a few months settled 
in my tranquil abode, when a young 
man arrivell in the island with letters 
of recommendation to my father, from 
a friend of his in America. I acquaint- 
ed the stranger with the loss I had ex- 
perienced in the best of parents ; at the 
same time assuring him, that any ser- 
vices it was in my power to render him 
he might command. From that hour he 
had free access to me. His stature 
was of the middle height, graceful and 


liberal, his judgment correct, and his 
manners gentle and engaging: but his 
countenance! Oh, why did nature form 
it so ingenuous? why were not perfi- 
dy and ingratitude stamped on every 
feature? These attractions too easily 
subdued my unguarded heart; my joys 
became all centred in the agreeable 
strangers In a few weeks after his 
arrival, he took advantage of that par- 
tiality which, I am fearful, he was too 
sensible I entertained for him, and 
professed a passion for me, so sincere 
and disinterested, that I easily gave 
credit to that which I so ardently wish- 
ed. Wealth is surely not enviable ! 
Happy is the village maid whose inno- 
cence and beauty are her only dower: 
no riches, no titles, to allure, she en- 
joys the affections of her faithful lover, 
unbiassed by sordid interest or ambi- 
tion. 

But to resume a story, which, would 
to Heaven I could for ever blot from 
my remembrance! I did not long en- 
deavour to conceal that passion which 
was my greatest pride. It is true, the 
object of it was undistinguished by 
wealth or station; but these I viewed 
with contempt, when set in competi- 
tion with those virtues and accomplish- 
ments my fond imagination ascribed to 
my beloved Groveby. He continued 
to urge his love; and with such suc- 
cess, that in six months after we were 
married. ‘This step drew on me the 
censure of all my acquaintance, who 
thought it madness in me to lavish so 
large a fortune on a young man pos- 
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than that of a good person and edu- |sorry companion, who, sobbing and 


cation. Their reflections, however, || silent, as he journies with you through 
gave me little concern: I had found a | the wilderness of this world. multiplies 
man who seemed formed to render my | every brake, and adds tenfold horror to 
life permanently happy ; and rejoiced | the gioom. You have various and real 
that Heaven had enabled me to exalt | evils to encounter in your sore travail; 
him to toat sphere to which, I flattered || the climate is atin. and you must 
myself, his worth and talents would|| be sick: Men are treacherous, and 
become an ornament. Perfect harmo-|j you will be deceived; poverty will 
ny subsisted between us two years; || sometimes start up like an armed man 
but, alas! at the end of that period I|| before you, and your careful days be 
perceived with grief, that indifference || those of an hireling. But who are 
gradually succeeded the ardour of af-| those fair forms, the one with tolded 
fection which had till then influenced || arms, and the other with boundin 
the conduct of my husband. To a|\step, ministering like duteous hand- 
heart less tender, perhaps less fond, | maids at the bedside of the philoso 
than mine, this change might have been|| pher. I see his pallid cheek already 
imperceptible; but my love was of that |! flush; [ hear his voice utter a bolder 
delicate nature, as to startle even at the || tone ; wrinkles are no more seen on his 
shadow of unkindness. Oh. that it had || brow, and not a solitary tear traces its 
been but a shadow! He spent whole | lonely way down his cheek ; for Pa- 
days from me ; my endearments were | TIENcE and MixTu are before him.— 
irksome to him; and if I enquired in-|| At their salutary approach, the troop 
to the cause of his dejection or dis-|j of cares, the family of Pain, fly discon- 
pleasure, he answered me with such/| solate, and free the vacant heart from 
coolness and reserve, as cut me to the | their torturing sway. Gentle and be- 
soul. Oh, Madam, may you never] nignant spirits, meek patience, and 
experience the pangs of unreturned| chirping mirth! Whether my cottage 
affection! may you never feel the tor-|| be unroofed by the storm, or my couch 
tures I then endured! for I still loved | thorned by disease, whether friends 
the dear, ungrateful youth, with undi- || grow lukewarm, or lovers be put far a- 
minished ardour ; and time, which had || way; let your forms appear, and the load 
weakened and destroyed his passion, || of life willno more be irksome! for well 
seemed only to have added strength to} I know your pleasing arts, and well I 
x remember your pleasing topics of con- 
solation; your Music, your songy your 
carelessness ; mirth and patience your 
gnem tne taz-euninnss. philosophy and resignations Sorrow, 
‘© Remove sorrow far from shee; for sorrow a8 the wise son of Sirach tells US, May 
hath killed many, and there is no profit therein.” kill many, but ye can make alive. 
Dry up your eyes then, ye mourn- Come then to the unfortunate, and let 
ers; for grief will not restore the the adverse hour be your favorite hour 
friends ye have lost, nor abate the edge of visitation. 
of misfortune; but, as the oil and whet- ea a 
stone to the razor, it will sharpen SYMPATHY 
that which 1s already too acute, and the || Betsveen the breeches pocket and the animal spirits. 
bleeding heart will shew a still deeper Mr. Editor,—The foilowing impor- 
wound. Why will you strive to add jj tant discovery is recommended to the 
one drop to this vale of tears, which, || /iterati in general, but more particue 
trust me, is already too full ; why larly to the College of Physicians, as it 
court the acquaintance of grief, that || may be of the greatest consequence to 








( To be continued. ) 
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them in their future practice. You 
must know, then, that a wonderful con- 
nexion and sympathy has been observ- 
ed between the breeches pocket and 
the animal spirits, which continually 
rise and fall, as the contents of the for- 
mer ebb or flow, inasmuch, that from 
constant observation, I could venture 
to guess at a man’s current cask, by the 
degree of vivacity he has discovered 
in his conversation. When this cuta- 
neous reservoir is flush, the spirits too 
are elate ; when that is sunk and drain- 
ed, how flat, dull, and insipid is every 
word and action! The very muscles 
of the face are influenced by this ob- 
scure fund of life and vigor. The 
heart proves to be only the inert re- 
ceptacle of the blood, and those grosser 
spirits which serve for the animal func- 
tion; but the pocket is fraught with 
those finer and more sublime spirits 
which constitute the wit, and many 
other distinguishing characters. I can 
tell how a poet’s finances stand by the 
very subject of his muse ; gloomy ele- 
gies, biting satires, grave soliloques, 
and dull translations, are certain indi- 
cations of the res angusta,; as Pindaric 
odes and pointed epigrams, indicate a 
fresh recruit.—So a grave politician, 
who frequented a noted tavern, wnen 
these pocket-qualms were on him, used 
to give the most melancholy and de- 
plorable account of the state of the 
nation; the increase of taxes, the decay 
of trade, and the excess of luxury, 
were the continual topics of his dis- 
course: but when the cold fit of this 
intermitting fever left him, the scene 
was quite altered, and then he was al- 
ternately haranguing on its power, its 
grandeur, and its wealth. In short, 
this barometer of state always rose or 
fell, not as the guick, but current silver, 
contracted, or expanded itself in its se- 
cret cell. Sarcasticuse 
—B?- a 
A COMPLAINT. 


Mr. Editor,—Being umong the number of 
those with whom mankind is continually dis- 
satisfied, I beg leave to submit my complaints 
to the public through the channel of your pub- 





| present at the creation. 

















AND LITERARY MISCELLANY. : 


lication. When I tell you I am as old as Time 
himseif, you will allow, that on the score of 
longevity I ought to be respecred; and when 
I add, that I am as variable in my appearance 
and temperature as mortals themselves, you 
will also be disposed to grant, that 1 ought not 
tv be reprobated on the score of inconstancy. 
Yet so it is, that even though I seemingly take 
pains to accommodate my variable dispositions 
to the variable dispositions of mankind, the cir- 
cumstance produces no sympathetic congeni- 
ality between us, and my inconstancy is render- 
ed proverbial, while their own fickleness never 
occurs to their recollection. Yet, Sir, I have 
no quarrel with the world on the subjects of 
indifference, neglect, or disregard, for I must 
confess eyery body pays me due attention ; Iam 
enquired after, every night andevery morning, 
and am so much the topic of conversation, and 
so regularly introduced, after the customary 
greetings of social intercourse, that I may be 
said to be a kind of necessary assis:ant to con- 
versation ; for when people are barren of ideas, 
Iam always at hand to supply the vacuity of 
their minds ; yet I am hardly ever mentioned in 
any other light but as the source of complaint 
and dissatisfaction, and without having some 
opprobious epithet attached to my name. Some- 
times Iam accused of being too waym in my 
behaviour—sometimes too co/d; if I smile un- 
expectedly, Iam suspected of harboring treach- 
erous designs ; and men say one to another sar- 
castically ** We shall pay for this.” Some wish 
me to weep when I am disposed to be merry, 
and some to be gay when I am inclinedsto be 
sad. Thick, heavy, dull, nasty, are epithe's com- 
monly applied to me. If I am still, I am said to 
be wapourish, if loud, boisterous and rude—aches, 
pains, rheumatisms, and shooting corns, are attri- 
buted to my influence. In short, Sir, Iam so 
watched, so scrutinized, so censured, so abu- 
sed, every day, that it would scem, as though 
I were a stranger upon earth, and born but 
yesterday, rather than as an inhabitant of Pura- 
dise, known to Adam and Eve, and one who was 
But 1 will not detain 
you any longer, Sir, for I see you are look ng 
at me through the window, and meditating an 

interview with your very old acquaintance, 
Lhe Weather. 

——3 + 

Howard the actor, (better known from the 
urbanity of his manners, by the iamiliar name 


{ of Billy Howard,) had the misfor:une to be 


married 10 a notorious shrew. Dining one day 
with Garrick, he complained of a violent pain 
in his side; Mrs. Garrick offered to prescribe 


| for him; ** No, no, my dear,” said Garrick, 


‘that will not do, Billy has mistaken his dis- 
order, his great complaint lies in his ib!” 
-—— +a - 

Some one praising Mr. Hamilton, a well 
known printer in London, as a well read man, 
Foot said he did not see much of that in him, 
‘*T grant,” said he, “the reads a great many 


| proofs; but these are no proof: of his reading.” 
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For the Fuvenile Port. Folio. 
: WHARTON’S HAUNTED HOUSE. 
Between the Love Lane and the Federal road 
Some Spirits have taken an earthly abode, 
And nightly have long thro’ that large mansion 
strode, 
Yclep’d Wharton’s old haunted house. 
The children of Southwark, when holiday comes, 
And they run down the Necé at the sound of 
the drums, 
Can tell woeful tales, on return to their homes, 
_Of this place where the goblins carouse. 
Its inhabitants say, that for numbers of years, 
A horseman rides nightly up three pair of stairs, 
That with a long feather he tickles their ears, 
Or tweaks them full oft by the nose. 
The doors loudly clap as if rude they were 
push’d, 
Yn the still hour of nicht when all noises are 
hush’d; . 
And a labgurer’s (oc. inthe stable was crush’d, 
By the De+.i who trod on his toes. 
The ciown as he passes this building so drear, 
At eve, feels his locks stiffly bristle with fear, 
And being already well cagged with strong beer, 
Perceives many wonderful sights 
For the very gate posts in his face seem to 
grin, 
Even horses and cows look as ugly as sin, 
While the other hobgoblins the mansion within, 
Fill the two lower windows with light. 
And once it is said that soon after a shower, 
Near this same dismal house, at the dead mid 
night hour, 
When Spurits are known to possess greatest 
power, 
A neck man slow pass’d or his way. 
He totter’d, his feet both adher’d to the soil, 
In vain was his tugging, in vain was his toil, 
For his centre of gravity seemed to recoil, 
And in the mud sprawling he lay. 
He was rock’d in a moment to loug deathly 
sleep, 


The dark dews of night o’er his forehead did 
sweep, 


While his nostrils a thorough bass concert did 


keep, 
And a fiend wide distended his jaws. 


How long he remain’d I could never make out, 
But however that critics or sceptics may flout, 


in my mind to this day there remains litle 
doubt, 
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There is an hour ! when the bright eye, 
No more, with speaking glance shall fly, 
But, dim’d by cold, shali beamless lie, 
The hour of death ! 
There is an hour ! when the warm cheek, 
Which glows, with mantling blushes meek, 
Corruption, and the dust, shall seek, 
The hour of death ! 
There is an hour! when the mild speech, 
| Of the quick tongue, no ear shall reach, 
But, when its silence, loud shall teach, 
The hour of death! 
There is an hour! when beauty’s bloom, 
Shall meet, deformit:’s pale doom, 
Consign’d to fill, the opening tomb, 
he hour of death ! 
There is an hour ! the spirit blest, 
(No more by pain, and grief opprest,} 
Shall wing its way to endless rest, 
The hour of death! 
But, there’s an hour ! the guilty head 
Upon the couch of torment laid, 
No more, can supplicate for aid, 
The hour of death! 
Terrific hour !—ye guilty come, 
Come now to God—whilst yet, there’s room, 
Ere guilt, shall seal, thy awful doom, 
Thy hour of death! 
Oh ! hour of dread ! great God! prepare 
Our souls, by penitence, and prayer, 
To meet without a trembling fear 
The hour of death ! 
Helens 
a 6 Be 
THE FADED ROSE. 
Amanda, mark that wither’d flower; 
Its leaves are shrunk, its bloom decay’d : 
*T was yesterday the garden’s pride, 
And beauty like thine own display’d. 
But yet not all its charms are fled; 
Though faded, vet its scent remains, 
And mellow’d by the lapse of time, 
Still well rewards the gatherer’s pains. 
From thence, Amanda, thou may’st learn, 
That all enchanting as thou art, 
Thy form, alone, indeed may gain, 
But cannot long preserve a heart;— 
That virtue, gentleness, and sense, 
Possess a far more lasting pow’r, 
And like the fragrance of the rose, 
Will charm when beauty is no more, 


wD > Bee 


EXTEMPORE STANZA. 


Addressed to Mrs. P——’s beautiful infant. 
Sweet bud of promise, may no adverse blast 
Condemn thy beauties to an early tomb; 





But a Spirit alone was the cause. Mago. | A lovely plant, on earth long may’st thou last, 
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For the Fuvenile Port-Folio. 
THE HOUR OF DEATH, 
There is an hour! oh solemn thought, 
With endless bliss, or mis’ry, fraught, 
When fame and friends, shall be forgot, 
The hour of death ! 


Then rais’d to Heaven, a flower celestial 
| bloom. Rosa. 
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